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THEY WERE ALL PATRIOTS.

jevetaen Members or One Family Servoa
Tliolr Country In Its Jfeed.

A revolutionary tradition of Rhode
ffsland, long1 currently believed but
joniy a tradition, has just been verified
fby tke collection of a number of

of --evidence. It would be dif-jfic-

to find another instance of an
equal amount of patriotism in a single
family.

CalebArnold and bis excellent wife,
Patience, were, at the-tim- e of the rev-

olution, the parents of eldven grown
childreiveight sons and three daugh-

ters. CaiLeb and his eight boys Eselc,
'William, Hehemiah, Edward, Oliver,
jEphraim, Jabez and Othniel all en-

tered the patriotic army. His three
Bons-in-la- w "became soldiers also.

His wife and her three daughters,
vPaticnce, Anna anfl Achsa, together
jwitb. a daughter-in-la- Isceah,

at home and managed the farms
In tho men's absence, finding time and
strength to perform, in addition to
those iabors, the duty of nursing the
)slck and wounded among,-th- e soldiers
pt the state.

It is related, says the Youth'si Com-

panion, of the two sons, Jabez and
Othniel, that as they wore marching
with Gen. Greene's brigade to Bunker
Hill Othniel was seized with the pre-

sentiment of death which so many
young soldiers have experienced.

"Jabez," ho said, turning to his
brother, "If I am killed in this battle
will you marry say sweetheart Eachel
Phettyplace"?"

Jabez did not hesitate to give the re-
quired promise, and Othniel, though he
survived the glorious disaster of the
day, received a wound which eventual-
ly proved mortal; but either becauso
Jabez felt that his word had been too
hastily given, or becauso Each el had not1

been consulted as to her views upon the
question, lie did not then marry her, but
shortly after was wedded inbtead to the
"Widow Cole.

Being withina few years left a
widower, he came courting to Rachel,
who was still unwedded, married her,'
and so kept his word.

Counting sons-in-la- with sons and
daughters-in-la- with daughters, wo
find that in this one large family of
little Rhode Island there were seven-
teen persons and perhaps more who
cerved their country in her need- - It is
a fine record for their descendants to re--)

member. A

GYPSY LIFE AS IT IS. 4

!Tfcf Eaistcrn Article Has tittle of roctry"
in It A. Sample Brick.

A gypsy train wended its way slowly
down iTarlcet street, Philadelphia, the
other day and finally drew up in front
of a beer saloon. It consisted of an old
covered wagon drawn by a pair of
Ecraggy chestnut horses, a man, who
was evidently the chief, riding on a big,
xaw-bonc- gray horse, using a rope as a
bridle, and hitched to the back of tho
wagon the proverbial trade horse. Tho
chief dismounted from his horso and
went into tho saloon, leaving his wife,
who had been driving tha wagon, to
hitch the animal and to "water tho horses
at the trough by the curb. The Press
Bays it did not take long for a number
of children, to gather and look in won-
der at tho unaoenstomod sight Super-
stition kept them at a distance for
awhile, but curiosity conquered fear,
and one boy finally plucked up courage
enough to peep into the back of the
wagon. lie did not see verymuch, only
tho woman who had attended the horses,
a dark-eye- d, black-haire- d young girl
and two dirty, blive-huc- d little boys,
who were quarreling over a small lrit-te-n.

Besides these, there was a roll of
I

dirty canvas, evidently used as a tent, a
few pots and tin pans and a number of J

uiamcets. xno ooy reurea io xne pave- -

roent with a look of intense "disgust on
his face. These specimens wero not his
ideal of gypsies.

Fifteen minatea"'passed and the chief
had not returned from the saloon where,
jioisca of laughter and shouting conld
be heard at interva3 s. The woman in
tho wagon was bej aing impatient and
canto to the fronts of tho vehicle every
few moments and cast angry glances
toward the saloon. Soon the wife'-- s pa-

tience becamo exhausted and she de- -

scended from the wagon and entered
the saloon with, a determined step. In,
two minute she reappeared, dragging-he-

husband along by tho collar of his
coat. She dragged him across the pave-
ment and by an almost superhuman ef-

fort, into tho wagon. Ho was tumbled
over the front, seat and left lying whero
lie fell to recover his senses. The wom-
an was then master of affairs. She or-

dered tho young girl to drive tho
wagon and 6he herself straddled the
gray nag, and tho train moved off down
tho streetfollowed by a crowd of shout-
ing boys.

THE CHINAMAN'S RAZOR.

A Qneer liittlsj Curved Blade "With a Very
Scon Edse.

The Chinaman perhaps shaves oftcner
than any other man on earth, says tho
St. Louis Globe-Democr- and with t.h n
possible .exception of the American In- -
dian, ho really has less need of it. But
it seems to be a fad among tho Mon-
golians of San Francisco, and especially
those who are at all well to do, to have
their faces manipulated by a tonsorial
'artist nearly every day. A queer littlo
raor it is they use, too. It is in no ect

like our razor, except in the mat-- ?

$cri keenness of its edge. It is a woo
bit of a blade, nicely curved into a
Eeini-ch-cl- e. With, this tool tho Chinese
"barber scrapes tho almost hirsutoless
face of his customer and then 6havcs
him around tho- ocxa and down the neck
to the first bone of the spinal column.

It, of course, serves the excellent and
highly commendable purpose of cleans-
ing tho Mongolian face, neck and ears
of dirt very effectually, though tho hairs-i- t

clips apo few and far between. Tho
rounded point of the razor is also in-
serted into the Celestial ear, and every
ambitious hair that dares to show itself
in tho auricular lobe is clipped before
its growth proceeds very far. The
Chinaman, you know, is scrupulously
cleanly about his cars. A growth of
hair in t&om is considered a mark of low
birth orofcarelcss and ungentcel habits.

An Impossibility.
Mabel Do you know, Nellie and I

have eyes of almost exactly the same
color. VeVo just been comparing
them.

Jacques Pardon me, that's quite im-

possible.
Mabel How impossible?
Jacques "Your-e- es are incomparable.

LAUKDEYMEN LN LUCK

By Reason of the Continued Prev-
alence of the "White GirL

Her Shoes Are "White and iror Gloves Like-

wise Ker Stockings Are "White Silk
with Iico Insertions A Coaching

Ticnio and Some Dancing Gcivns.

COPYRIGHT, 1E92.

The laundry people and the glove
cleaners must be piling up fortunes, for
the white fashion is inexorable at New-

port; it refuses to relax its severities as
the days go by.

I was considering white frocks when
the coach Aquidneck started out with
crack of whip and plenty of onlookers
on its daily run this morning. There
was a white frock on the box seat
beautifully dusty it must have grown
in the course of an hour or two on this,
in many respects, incomparable but not
well-watere- d little island. A brown,
plump girl wore it, and it was a blazer
frock of white duck, with large white
pearl buttons, white kid shoes, white
gloves and a leghorn hat, with white
mull scarf and nodding bunches of white
sweet peas.

Miss Uope Goddard was a passenger,
and she was in white also; white

vry

OVERLOOKING Tim SEA. .

pique, with green velvet belt, green vel-

vet sleeve knots, and big, muchbentand
twisted green straw hat, covered with
white plumes.

Mrs. Royal Phelps Carroll, who used
to be Miss Marion Langdon, was an-

other passenger, and her variation on
the white theme was white accordion
plaited muslin with a guipure flower to
finish the skirt, a bewilderment of cas-

cades of white ribbon, gloves and
ribbed-lace- d shoes as aforesaid, a droop-

ing hat tied down with white gauze
and a white chiffon parasol with a
porcelain handle.

Tho only woman, as I remember the
party, who was whirled away on the
Aquidneck in a dress that was not all
white was ruled out from whiteness
only by a pink silk guipure, the rest of
her attire being white serge with
white coat faced with black velvet.
The hat was a sailor with pink milk-
weed branches and black velvet band.

The white rule makes the girls as
they come up from the bathing beach
look uncommonly cool. You meet a
group of three or four in filmy flutter-
ing batiste sldrts and under white foam
bubbles of parasols, and you wonder if
you could have been so as to
imagine that the day was hot,and you ask
yourself of what different flesh are New-
port eirls from other girls that their
ballroom footgear can tread the sands
at noontide and remain unspotted from
the weather and the wave. Of all sum
mer marvels this of the universal use of
th(J whlte shoe is the inscrutable mys--

tcry.
There were many notable froclcs at

the polo match yesterday; white, white
and black, or blue and not white at all.
Polo is rather more dangerous than
dueling and that ii. why, 1 suppose, all

V

A CASIXO TOILET.

Newport turns out with the breathless
i interest that might be inspired by a

ull nt or a tourney.
Mr. Ward McAllister had a pinky,

pretty girl under liis wing, who wore
white mohair, with rows of white
Valenciennes insertion latticing the
skirt and a deep, full flounce of the
same lace swinging against tho brown-gree- n

August grasses and taking all
manner of chances of its integrity,
thanks to the impracticable fashion of
long gowns. Her bodice had a square
lace bertha and a white ribbon empire
sash and she wore a fiat white hat, with,
trimmings of the great pink flowers of
the wild niarshmallows.

Mrs. "Jimmy" Kernechan wore a
sheer white lawn made over a princess
gown of shot silk, glinting, wherever
its draperies were lifted, in tones of
blue and gold. A lace bertha and a
white mull hat trimmed with blue suc--

I ury una yeuovr unifies musnea me pic-- i
tura

The most interested spectator of the
wild antics of the ponies was a-- typical

I blonde, tall, blue-eye- d and delicately
tinted,who flushed after the first fifteen
minutes with excitement and clasped

j and unclasped her hands. She wore a
white gingham with a narrow orange
stripe. Her hat was. a big rough and
ready with a twist of the trumpet

and orange flow-
ers. Do you think the colors odd for
yellow h-- ir and light skin? I can't say
how they would look on another, but
in this one cae they were particularly
becoming.

Everv afternoon when the carriages

j$"t tesc .v &

beWn o roll around the 'Jsix mile
drive," they stop it 'being established
the proper thing at Brenton's reef for
a look off Point Judith and Narragan-se- tt

Pier. The more enterprising of the
younger cottagers scramble down upon
the rocks, for there are tho brightest
tinted sea weeds of the whole island of
Aquidneck to look at and the greatest
multitudes of star fish. The excursion-
ists stop here too, and they are interest-
ing, though not beautiful. Yesterday,
as a coachload drew up for a minute,
the driver was pointing out a beautiful
red stono cottage on the heights and
imparting the information that Mrs.

has "a foine outlook, shure, and
she eats ice cream ivery day."

But what brought me to Brenton's
reef was a vision of Mrs. William C.

Whitney's pretty daughter well out on
the fiat ledge watching the changing
colors in the clear tide pools. Miss
Whitney understands shore dress as
well as most of the young people here,
if not better, and the skirt that was
pulled up for the moment from about
her slender ankles was a white serge,
flashing with three rows of red braid
and finished with an open jacket of red
cloth, with a square white collar bound
with red and embroidered with red
anchors. Her wide red belt had a
mother-of-pea- rl buckle to fasten it, and
her white sailor hat was trimmed with
red and white ribbons.

With her was a trim, straight girl,
with long light curls only partly snood-edu- p

and breaking away from their
bondage of yellow ribbons. The two
were seaweed gathering, and she of the
curls wore a gray-blu- e wool frock,
hemmed up with white and green, belt-
ed with a narrow white ribbon and pre-

senting as to tho rest a white silk blouse
with gray-blu- e jacket, lined with green,
and a gray-blu- e straw hat with a white
pigeon to trim it and a green ribbon
band.

The coaching picnic at Vancluse,
when Perry Belmont and Mr. James J.
Van Alen and Mr. Oliver Belmont and
Mr. Ogden Mills drove the coaches out
through the green country, past the
early goldenrod and the late wild roses,
has dropped the distance of some days
into the past, and I will send no mes-
senger after it except to extol the lunch
and to recall the particularly becoming
toilets worn by some of the young girls.
There was a dark red foulard, for ex-

ample, that deserves a better fatehan

COACHING AJtftAT.

to be forgotten, with its skirt banded
with white ribbon figured with red an-

chors, and its Eton coat of red over a
white silk blouse with Russia leather
belt, and its white sailor hat with red
band.

And there was a pale pink chambray
frock with a filmy cloud of gathered
and scalloped flounces, shirred waist
and full elbow sleeves. And there was
Miss Willing in pink and apple green
striped batiste, with green bodice but-
toning to a full vest of pink chiffon,
and gold-colore- d straw hat with shak-
ing grasses for trimmings. And if oth-
er examples were needed there was
Miss Wright in blue foulard dotted with
white and bordered with white dotted
with blue; her short coat was white
with plaits of the blue lightly shirred
at the waist and blue revers turning
back from the front, and her white chip
hat had blue ribbon trimmings.

The casino hops have become lively
enough for the most indefatigable dan-
cer, and the show of jewels, so to speak,
is more brilliant on each successive oc-

casion. Mrs. Paren Stevens was out the
other night in a magnificent shot taf-
feta, ostensibly striped in black and
gold, but glinting as the light struck it
with almost every hue of the rainbow.
The trained skirt had a ruffle of gold-color-

silk head with ivory and gold
lace; the left side was pauched with laco
and dotted with gold-color- ribbon
bows, and the bodice had a long pointed
jacket of black lace coming from be-

neath the arms, the corsage beneath
being of the striped taffeta, low cut,
and with a gold lace setting to the
shoulders.

Miss Bonaparte wore white silk dot-
ted with violets, with chemisette of
pale mauve lisse, waistband of mauve
ribbon and two flounces to edge the
slrirt with mauve ribbon ruches to head
them. Countess Divonne wore a tow
gown of black Chinese crepe with
pink chiffon ruched about the shoulders,
pink chiffon to head the skirt, flounces
and pink chiffon elbow sleeves.

Mrs. George Tiffany was in pearl
gray crepe with pink sweet peas at the
waist and a twinkle of diamonds, and
among the bevy bf girls in white tullo
there stood out a particularly pretty
dark-eye- d individual in yellow chiffon
with olive velvet knots to catch it. and
tying in their clasp the stems of great
yellow water lilies. Elles Osbokx.

A BriRht Outlook.
Daughter (to her mother, who has

just arrived) Johnny has been asking
me how long yon were going to stay?

Mother Tell him, my dear, that this
is a Kathleen Mavourneen visit it m3y
be for years and it may be forever.
Texas Sif tings.

Killed Ills Man.
Cowboy Guess you never killed a

man. did ye?
Tenderfoot iluh, I helped to kill

half a dozen of them.
'Here?"
"No. At college."
"Fightin with 'em?"
"No. Initiating them." N. Y. Weekly.

The Vajjarle- - of Man.
A 3'oung man generally falls in love

with a woman five or ten years older
than Muii-elf- . ThLs is hi-- first ex-

perience But when he gets to be be-

tween 43 and 50 he evens up by trying
to make liimseif believe that all the
ybunc wroen arc dead in love with
him. Boston Transcript.

COCKERILL'S LETTER

Some of the Humor of Old Arte-mu-s

Ward Becalled.

Electrical Ganglions of the Globe A Tlsit
to the Busiest Telegraph Center in

the Universe Kormlle and
Ingersoll.

ICOPTHlGnT. 1E32.1

Some of the most interesting charac-
ters in New York sedulously keep away
from writers for the public prints, and
pride themselves upon preserving their
privacy. An old leather merchant died
down in the swamp the other day and
left an estate of $10,000,000, which in-

teresting fact was duly mentioned in the
newspapers, with expressions of sur-
prise, since, had the old man been
known in his lifetime to possess so
much of the one thing needful, he could
not have gone to lunch without having
somebody to take note of it. As it was
nobody had ever heard of him outside
of his own chosen circle of friends and
relatives. And a very pleasant sort of
life I should say that would be, too. I
met Artemas Ward on the street a day
or two ago. "What," you will all say,
"Artemus Ward died a quarter of a cen-

tury ago!" So did the one; but the very
interesting New Yorker of whom I am
speaking spells his first name with the
difference of one letter, and is an en-

thusiastic admirer of his predecessor in
name and fame. Artemas Ward devotes
himself to spreading the fame of sapo-li- o,

and he seems to me to have spread
it very thick.

He is the manager of one of the larg
est manufacturing establishments in
the world, a serious looking, bearded,
brown-eye- d business man of sturdy
figure and quiet, methodical. Millions
of dollars filter through his fingers
every month, and a life-tim- e of service
has secured and retained for him the
respect and gratitude of his employers.
In return for a liberal salary his active
life is entirely devoted to their inter-
ests, and he is scarce' ever seen ex-

cept in his office or his home, or on the
way between. Yet his is a quaint per-
sonality, richly worth a character
study, and of vast importance when one
considers the enormity of the transac-
tions with which his personality is
blended. lie is a quiet jester, too, pre-
suming in no way on the similarity of
his name to that of the great Ward,
which he justly obberves is not his
fault. As a student of Artemus Ward's
works and witticisms, Artemas Ward
is especially interesting. "Artemus
Ward" was, of course, Charles Farrar
Browne, who was born in Waterford,
Me., in 1834, and died in Southampton,
England, March 6, 18G7. Everybody
who has ever seen Bartley Campbell,
whose tall, lank figure, long nose and
rather saturnine expression made him a
personage on Broadway from the time
he first settled in New York, may form
an excellent idea of what Artemus
Ward looked like in the flesh, except
that Ward had much darker and bush-
ier hair, curling in ringlets at the ends,
and a heavier and more poetical mus-
tache, blending, indeed, in some inter-
esting way, and to a striking degree, the
physiognomy of Bartley Campbell with
that of Edgar Allan Poe.

It has always been a mystery what
became of Artemus Ward's property.
Jim Fislc's Erie stock vanished when he
died, at least no trace of it ever came to
his executors, and the large amount of
personal property which Artemus Ward

j must have been possessed of very short
ly before his death seemed almost as
mysteriously to vanish, llis last season
in London, just before his death, had
netted him for six weeks at least $300 a
night. A friend saw on his Dedroom
table a pile of bills amounting to $12,-00- 0

not long before his demise. lie had
valuable diamonds and a very heavy
gold watch and chain. The little old
homestead just above New York city at
Yonkers on the Hudson he had cleared
of debt within a short time, and had
willed it to his mother. But that was
all she ever received from his estate,
nor has there over been any satisfac-
tory explanation of the loss. A sub-
scription was taken up after his
deatli to put a monument over his
last resting place. The enormous sum
of SS5 was raised, and as the fund re-

mained at this figure for several years,
without showing signs of growth, that
amount was finally turned over to his
mother, poor old woman, who pur-
chased with it the stone which now
stands upon his grave. Every now and
then one hears of some new witticism
said to be the offspring of his fertile
brain. I do not know whether the
newspaper public remembers that he
once said this of the discovery of Amer-
ica:

"It cost Columbus $20,000 to fit out
his explorin' expedition. If he had been
a sensible man, he'd have put the
money in a hoss railroad or a gas com-
pany, and left this magnificent conti-
nent to intelligent savages, who, when
they got hold of a good thing, knew
enough to keep it. Chris meant
welL but he put his foot in it when he
sailed for America."

I think the funniest thing he ever
did, however, was his lecture 'called:
"Among the Mormons." He used a
panorama to illustrate it, and there
was more genuine fun in a glance at
that panorama than in a whole cart
load of contemporary humor. I can
hear him now, as he took up his print-
ed programme one night in Hamilton,
0., and described Virginia City. "A
wild place. Game abundant, principal
ly faro and bluff. Shooting in conse-
quence. Every man carries a revolver,
and every other man two. Silver mines.
The treasury carefully guarded, each
proprietor keeping a silver watch.
The Great Desert a dreary waste of
sand a perfectful shameful waste, in
fact. They ought to save iti"

OXE OF A UXIQTJK ASSEMBLAGE.

It was my pleasure to occupy a teat a
few evenings ago at the dinner given at
the Hollywood hotel, Long Branch, by
Mr. William Easton. It was, I may
say, a unique assemblage. Mayor
Grant was thre. together with John
Hoey. "Charlie" Becd, Phil Daly, Dr.
Knapp, three or four of the best pigeon
shots in the country, and a number of
gentlemen identified with the turf in

one way or another. Mr. Easton is an
English" gentleman, who some year
ago conceived the idea of making New-Yor-

city the great horse market of the
country. Before his advent oar horse
buyenThad bm in the habit of going
out to Kentucky, Tennessee and other
hore-breedin- g sectans. making their
purchases and bringing them home at
their own expense.

Mr. Ea&ton, whose headquarters here
are known as TattersaUV R0' k2

I all the hor$ breeders in every part of
1 tlia nnjitrc1T-nmr- hnrXTZ VO hlSi tC

be sold afauction. He is also giving
some attention to the importation of
foreign horses and is probably aiding
as much to encourage the love of good
horseflesh as any man in the country.

He is a charming gentleman socially
and, above all, a capital after-dinn-

speaker. He acquitted himself with,
great credit on the occasion referred to.
Just before sitting down to the table
with Mr. Easton I overheard a pleasant
conversation between Mr. John Hoey
and Phil Daly, which conveyed an idea
of the amount of prejudice that a man
can sometimes conceive toward a dress
suit. Mr. Daly informed Mr. Hoey that
he had never owned a dress suit in his
life. He said: "When I went to Eng-

land some years ago I took a number of
letters from August Belmont to promi-

nent representatives of the turf in
England, among them a number of the
nobility. I was invited to several din-
ners, but declined because I was told
that it would not be proper to attend
without wearing a dress suit. I finally
received an invitation from a certain
lord whom I was anxious to cultivate,
and made up my mind that I would go
to the dinner anyhow, dress suit or no
dress suit. I was the only person pres-

ent who did not have on a claw-hamm-

coat, but they seemed to understand it,
and I got along very well."

"But you should have a dress suit,"
remonstrated Mr. Hoey. "You have a
very handsome figure, and you don't
know how much it would add to your
appearance. It would make you feel
ten years younger of an evening. The
boys would not guy you more than
once about it, and after that the thing
would be easy with you."

Mr. Hoey kept on in this strain for
some time, and I rather think that when
he finished Mr. Daly was under convic-
tion, I would not be surprised at any
time to hear that he had blossomed
forth in a first-cla- dress suit. We had
some jolly good speeches at this dinner.
"Charlie" Reed, the owner of the St.
Blaise, probably made his first appear-
ance as a dinner-tabl-e talker. Mr.
Easton complimented him by saying
that he had the distinction of being the
only man in the world who ever stood
tip in an auction room and bid $100,000
for a single horbe. Mr. Heed blushing-l- y

received the compliment, and when
upon his feet answered that the only
glory that he had gotten out of that in-

cident was that everybody in the coun-
try thought he was a stupendous ass for
paying so much for a horse.
THE ELECTEICAI. GAXGLIOSS OP THE

GLOBE.

Having an idle hour after midnight
last week I accepted an invitation to
take a look through the operating
rooms of the Western Union Telegraph
Company, in the great building at tho
corner of Broadway and Dey street. I
suppose it may bo said that any man
who sits in an office of the Western
Union Telegraph Company, at any point
on this continent, is in touch with all
the world. ' But to really realize that
you are face to face with the electrical
ganglions of the entire globe one has
but to take a walk through this enor-
mous establishment. No less than 1,300
separate and distinct wires enter the
great operating room alone. On the
floor below are the marvelous instru-
ments which work the great stock-reporti-

"tickers" simultaneously and
with absolute accuracy, and also the
various duplex, quadruples and multi-

plex instruments used on long-servic- e

work. The great operating room on
the eighth floor employs day and night
no less than 1,000 operators.

They are all under tho immediate
eye of the superintendents, and each
operator sits at his neat little desk with
his instrument in front of him. The
room is divided into switchboard sec-

tions representing the northern east-
ern, southern and western divisions of
the republic. All these wires are under
the special superintendence of men held
responsible for their condition, and
they aro all spread out before them
like the keys of a piano. The construc-
tion of these enormous switchboards is
as perfect as that of a Jurgensen watch.

To the uninitiated these great spider
webs are absolutely incomprehensible,
but to the adept they seem as simple as
the four strings of a violin. One thing
that struck me as amazing was the fact
that in all this vast hall, with every in-

strument thumping and pounding away,
each seemed to be indifferent
to all instruments save his own. What
was Babel to me was no more to him
than the distant sounds in the streets.

His mind was concentrated on his
own communicator. In no establish-
ment have I ever seen the splendor of
S3'stcm so well exemplified. There is, I
believe, nowhere in the world an ope-

rating-room no thoroughly equipped
and so scientifically managed. I should
think that Mr. Gonld would be very
proud of his achievement in concen-
trating and developing this great tele-
graphic center. John A. Cockeeill.

Teaching the Iliihop to Talk "Welh.
The author of "Yorkshire Folk Talk"

tells an amu'sing story of an English
bishop's struggles to master the Welsh
tongue. He had been appointed to the
Welsh see of St. David, and on taking
up his abode in Wales engaged a native
Welsh scholar to give him instruction
in the language. The pronunciation,
and especially the 1!, bothered the
bishop, and the W'elshman was almost
at his witfi end to explain tho lingual
process by which the formidable sound
was to be uttered- - At last a bright
thought struck him, and, being obse-
quious in manner, he thus addressed
the bishop: "Your lordship mu&t please
put your picopni tongue to the roof of
your apostolic mouth, and then hiss iike
a goose." N. Y. Tribune.

The Other Hdn of It.
Travers The other day 1 wa lucky

enough to pick up a pockctbook, and do
you know I couldn't And .the owner.

Dahaway Could ho And you? X. Y.
Herald.

An IUrljt
You are not worth joat

Bait y. What is the matter?
Clerk (ileepilr I got here on time.

N. Y. WeeklT; ,

A Good TnTilia-nt- -

Morris Rosenberg Vhatdoyon think,
uncle? I'm goin' ter get married. She a

j a beau-ty-. Hah like jet, lips like rubles,
! teeth like pearls, und eyes like dia

monds.
Uncle Main gracious, Morris: you're

run a brize. Judge.
JlrptalcK-ii- .

The Veteran bpeakin of bravery;
I why, dsrin the wCdemes campaign,
j sioglc-ha.nde- d, I made forty coafeder
I ales ran.

11 is Hearers How wa thai?
I The Veteran-- Well, they dhased

rirpcr s Wftiklr.

THE WICHITA EAGLU
JUL 2lf Murdoch Jt Br., Trprieio-- .

PRINTERS, BI1IS 11 BUI BOOK' MIS.
"ri.

All kinds of county, towas'hip aafl school district ,

records and blanks. Legal blanks of every
Complete utock af Justice's dockets wmA

Wanks. Jcb printing f all Mad. "We bind, lxw
And medical Journals and miid8priedical3 of nil

kinds at prices as low as Chicago and New York as&
guarantee work jnst aa --eod. Orders seat by m&Ti

will b carefully atta&ded to. Address all business t

R. P. MHBD0GK, Business Manager.

SCALE BOOKS!!

THREE FORMS.

I

ST ''ASTDATID, I

HOWE A2SD j

i

FAIRBASTKS!

TTbea orderteff atate WHAT form ts
wanted.

A RUSSIAN BELL.

Betamed to Ita Old Home After Baa-iflhxa-

or Three Cnturie.
A distinguished Siberian exile snugly

pocked in a wooden box and honored
with the regretful farewells of a whole
population has just been returned to
European Russia under an escort of a
committee of citizens glad to receive it
back after its many privations. The
said exile is no other than the famous
bell of Uglich, banished to Tobolsk in
1593 by order of Czar Boris Godunoff
for having rung the signal for the in-

surrection in Uglich at tho time of
the assassination of Crown Prince
Dimitri. Writing of it in his book Mr.
Kennan says: "The exiled bell has
been purged of its iniquity, has received
ecclesiastical consecration, and now
calls the orthodox people of Tobolsk to
prayers. The inhabitants of Ugiich
have recently been trying to recover
their bell upon tho plea tfhat it has
been sufficiently punished by three
centuries of exile for its political

in 1593, and that it
ought now to be allowed to return to
its home. The mayor of Tobolsk argues
that the bell was exiled for life, and
that consequently its term Jf banish-
ment has not yet expired. He contends,
furthermore, that even admitting the
original title of the Uglich people, three
centuries of adverse possession by the
city of Tobolsk have divested tho
claimants of all their rights, and that
the bell shall bo allowed to remain
where it is. The question, it is Baid,
wiU be carried into the Russian courts."
Tha latest news from Tobolsk, besides
showing that a decision has been
reached in favor of Uglich, illustrats,
S3ys Free Ruasias, the inconsequential
character of Russian justice, which
closes its tribunals to tho wrongs of
thousands of bufferers in Siberia and
opens them to a mLscrablo squabble
about a bolL

WHENCE CAME THE FROGS?

A Kccent Shower In Xew Jerey Sac-Se- ta

Some ScleotUlc Speculation.
During a thunderstorm in New Jer-

sey the other day it "rained frogs" to
such an extent that, according to tho
testimony of witnesses,
tho streets of Port Morris were alive
with hundreds of tbeo creatures.
Here's a state of things which the Bos-

ton Globe says science can no more ex--
plain y than it could two thou- -

j sand years ago. It is still said, of
course, that these frogs were sucked up
in marshes and earned into tne ciouus,
but no human being ever yet saw a frog

j thus taken up, and it is odd that noth
ing la ever "rauea to eminiacg in wua
way except the frog, though plenty of
other living things may be near by all
ready to be sucked up.

A good many observers hold to tho
curious and Lateresting opinion that
under certain very rare electrical con-

ditions life ceems generated ispon- -
j taneously. The frog is a peculiarly
electrical creature, and in tad firs

' suggested the existence oi animal znafr
' notism as a distinct force to science. If

nny animal could be thua aoddoaly teed
strangelr called into being U mijrki
well bo the frog. Kow that the oniwtr-Bit- y

extension professors are 3bout set-

ting to work teaching the people
science, it would be lnteresttog- - to hear
thorn explain myaterios Buch as the de-

scent of frogs, which Lea been h talk
of Port Morris and all the region round
about.

"Would Xot Aik Mom rf mm.
MI have withdrawn from ouoh ama-

teur acting club," said Willie Wishing-to- n.

"Why?"
"I couldnt tand it any longah, you

know. I was cawst for a villain, and
Miss Pepperbn ww the heroine, axA

she was to say: 'Villain, do yoah
worst V "

"That was easy.
"Y-a-- s, but Miss Pepperton wtraldal

repeat the words. Bhe sakl I had al-

ready done aa bedhy m anyone ceroid
rea&onabiy expect.' Washington Post.

After XJim.

Miss Pinkerly Tou haven't met my
father yet, have you, Mr. Tutter?

Mr. Tutter No, Misa Pinkerly. I am
afraid (sadly) he doesn't care much
about meeting me.

Mfc Pinkerly I am not so tmrt
about that. 1 heard him huy ycsUrdaj
that he was going to look you up- -

Judge. '

A TllUla- - '

"On what ground 1 Miggieson's wife
bringing suit for divorce?"

"O, about the only specified charge b
that she bought a necktie for hhn at a
bargain sale and the wretch gave it to
one of his old flame to put into a crazy
jTi''t Indianatoll Journal.

- JFOIi
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Scahls, Pelan,gi i53 Boils, Ccmi.
Sties, Banio&tf,
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RUSSIA Cold Sores,

Sore Eye,
'SAlVE. Pesters, Etc
Redding a CoJ ftllCtU 23 crs.
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Three Book S 00
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THE iriCHJTA RJLGI,

tt'ichita. Jfc.n.tas,
B. P. MUKDOCK, Bnsliifbs Manager.

SSf Orders b mtXl vrompUr allemlrd to.

TSw Geyer"vntl Keep Time.
A resident of Amadec, CoL, is at

work on a device which will be one of
the attractions of the town when com-
pleted. It is a large clock, the figures
of which can bo seen from the hotel
and the motive power for which will
be tho geyser. Tho clock will bo
erected at a point where it will bo
prominent. The geyser bubbles sad
rises every thirty-eig- ht seconds as
.regularly as clockwork would require,
and every time it jdses it will raise a
lever that will move the hands ex-

actly thirty-eig- seconds. Thus tho
clock can be made to keep perfect
time, and will bo tho only one of ita
kind in the world.

An KxIIp from Home.
Travers Tve just got a letter from

my mother and she wants me to como
up to my nutivo villogo and pay her a
visit, but (sadly) I don't see how I can.

Dahhaway Can't you get away?
Travrs Oh. yes. But the village

tailor once- - made idimi suit-o- f clothes.
Detroit Free Press.

Jffnoraot City Folks.
City Nice (reprovingly) Uncle Way-bac- k,

why do you pour your coffee into
the saucer before drinking it?

Uncle Waybuck To cool it. The
more air surface you give it, tho quicker
it cools. Guess these 'ere city bchoola
don't teach much science, do they? N.
Y. Weklv. .

Children Cry for Pitcher's Castork'

F. S. DENNIS,
tiik oi,n ltri iaiii r

CITY SCAVENGER,
UrrxAynn hrrt nolle to in PrlT "Vault f4
( also t i"inoir Horn h eHj, rtrij
hnix" ninJ cuttle, tlrod liS d- -. shwp rt

coals. rnyihlK that will will nkr "ii.Ml ctirntl in sItd MtttofafttuM IVtxMWi want-In- c
till Kind ff vork con lro a enrrt Ih khvu6-Ijoi.-

E, ir lnt nl aMirnml Main MttXB,
rorocr Douclna rtvmun ami alu strtrt, or iill at
resilience a ortli V mo Avenue.

M. TV. Levy, Pi-ps- .

A. AV. Oliver, V. Pres.

STATEMENT
Ofllie Condition or Iho

Wichita National Bank
Made to tho Com p troll or or Curren-

cy at the Close of Kiisinose,
Muv 17th, 1S92.

RES017HCES.

Loans andDieeonts. .8583,950.01
Bonds slid Stocks. . . 17,294.71
U.S. Bonds 50,000.00
Real Estate 05,000.00
Dnofrom U. S 2,250.00
Overdrafts 2,920.40
Cash and Exchange. 282,370.09

$953,791.90
LLLB1L1T1-E3-

.

Capital $250,000.00
Surplns 50,000.00
Undivided Profits . . . 5,410.77
Circulation 4 5,000.00
Deposit? 603,881.18

$953,79 L90
Correct, 0. A. "VTaljtzr Cashr.

R. LoXBRn. Jr rvlllr.
J. P. AfJ.tt!. W. If. Lrruws--?.

Vice i'zewd'Ot,

State National Bank.

or v'jcjuta. jix.
CA pita L, 9100,000
SUKl'l.Ufci.

DIRECTORS:
Job B. Camr, ""'. F. titvn. J. P. AOm, 3.
L A11.&. I. V. Haz. JV.wUr4. it. I'omT

DAVIDSON & CASE
twmM

John Dnvidsfo, rinatr Jjunfcenngn

of J!fewtelr C3ii-- al J--

JfSTiBHSHKD x INw 1S70

A comp, SUnrk. ( Was lamfter
bliiurr 1Mb. lbvu scfc.
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